CHAPTER VI

ONE night at the end of April they crossed the Don in a
boat. On the bank outside Rubiezhin a young cossack
named Aleksandr Kosheliov, from Nizhni-Krivsky village,
was waiting for them.
" I'm coming with you, Yakov Yefimich," he said as he
greeted Fomin. " I'm fed up with spending my time at
home/'
Fomin nudged Gregor with his elbow, and whispered :
r " D'you see ? I told you so. We've hardly had time to
get away from the island, but already the people are ...
Here they come ! He's an acquaintance of mine/ a fighting
little cossack ! This is 'a good sign. Our business will get
moving now ! "
Judging by his voice, Fomin was smiling satisfiedly. He
was obviously delighted by the arrival of a new comrade.
The successful crossing of the river and the circumstance
that one more man had immediately joined him cheered
him up and gave wings to new hopes.
" So besides a rifle and a pistol you've got a sabre and a
pair of field-glasses ? " he said in a contented tone, examining
and feeling Kosheliov's equipment in the darkness. " There's
a cossack for you ! You can see at once he's a true cossack,
and no mongrel ! "
Fomin's cousin drove up to the bank in a wagon drawn
by a very small horse.
ff Put the saddles on the wagon/' he said in an undertone.
" But hurry up, for Christ's sake, for the night's getting
on, and we've got a long road."
He was agitated, and hurried Fomin. But, now he had
got away from the island and felt the firm *earth of Ms
native village beneath his feet, Fomin would have .been
by no means averse from dropping in at his home for an
hour or so, and visiting village acquaintances.
~ Just before dawn they selected the best horses from a
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